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KINGS 


FE; 
"OY 


MOUNT, 


TO THE 


GRACE, 


In Contemption of 


SIDE-TAILES, AND MUZZLED-FACES, 


IR, Though your grace hath pur'great 
| Order. | 
Both in the Highlands and the Border, 
Yer | make ſupplication, 
To have ſome reformation, 
Ot a ſmall Fault, which is no Treaſon, 
| Thovghitbe contrary ro Reaſon, 
Becauſe the: Matter been fo vile, 
It may not-have an ornat ſtile: 
Wherefore pray yeur Excellence, 
To hear me with great patience: 
Of ſtinking Weeds macular, 
\No Man may weara Roſe Chaplate. 
Soveraign, I mean ot theſe ſide tails, 
Which through the duſt and dubs trails, 
Three quarters long behind their heels, 
Expreſs againſt all Common-weels: 
Thovgh Biſhops in their Pontificals, 
Have Men to beare up theit ſide tails, 
| For Dignity of their Office: 
Right ſo a Queenor an Emprice, 
Albeit they uſe ſuch gravity, 
Conforming to their. Majeſty, 
Though their Robes Royal be up-born. 
I think it but a very ſcorn, 
Tharevery Lady of the Land, 
Should have her tail ſo ſide trailand; 
Albeit they be of high eſtar, 
The Queen they may not counterfeit : 
Where ever they go, it may be ſeen. 
How Church and Calfay they ſweep Jean, 
The lmages into the Kirk, 
May think of their ſide tails great itk - 


For when the Weather been moſt fair, 

The duſt flies higheſt in the Air” 

Andall their Faces doth begaire, 

If they could ſpeak, they would them wary. 
To ſee think a pleaſant ſight, 

OfIza/ythe Ladies brighr, 

In their Cloathing moſt rriumphand, 

Aboye alt other Chriſten Land : 

Yet when they travel through the Towns, - 

Men ſees their Feer beneath their Gowns, . 

Four Inches above their proper Heels, 

Circulat about as rouud as Wheels: 

Where through their doth no Powder riſe, 

Thcir fair white limbs for to ſurpriſe, 

ButJ chink moſt abuſion, 

Tofee Men ot Religion, 

To bear their tails through the Street, 

That Folks may behold heir Feet: 

I trow Saint Bernard, nor Saint Bla/e, 

Caus'd never Man beare up their Claiſe. 

Peter nor Paul, nor Saint Andrew, 

Caul'd nere beare up their Tails Itrow, 

But I laugh beſt ro ſee a Nun, 

Caufe bear her Tail above her Bun, 

For nothing elſe, as I ſuppoſe, 


Bur for ro.ſhow her lillie white Hoſe: 
| Inall their rules they will nor find, 


Who ſhall bear up their Tails behind, 
But l have molt into diſpite, 
Poor Clagocks clad with raploch white, 
Wh:ch have ſcarce two marks of fees, 
Will have twoels bencath their knees ; 

| Kittock 


, 
\ 


OUC ININKTTTE Libs an. 


Kittock that clecked was yeſtreen. 
Themorn will counterfcit the Queen. 
A Mooreland Meg that milks che Yows, 
Clagped with Clay above thEhowes; .. 
In barn or byre ſhe will not bide, | 
Fxcept her Kittle tail be ſide. 
In bort owes wanton burgeſs wives, 
Whothay have fideſt rails ſtrives, 
Wellbordeted with Velvit fine, 
But following them ir isa pine. 
In Summer when the ſtreets dryes, 
They raiſe the duſt above the skyes. 
None may gonear them at their caſe. 
Except the coyer mouth aud neaſe, ' 
From the powder to keep their een ; 
Conſider if their Cloyes be clean. 
Berween their clcaving and their knees, 
Who would behold their ſweaty thies; 
Begaried with dirt and duſt, 
It wereencugh to ſtanch the luſt. 
Of any Man that ſaw them naked; 
I think ſuch Giglots are but glaiked, 
Without profit to haye ſuch pride, 
Hatling their clapged tails fo ſide; 
I would the borrowſton bairns had breeks. 
 Tokecpſuch miſt from makins chetks, 
I dread rough makin drie for drouth, 
Whenſuch dry duſtblows in her mouth ; 
I think molt paja attet arain, . 
To. ethem rouked up apain. _ 
Then when they ſtep outthrough the tree, 
Their folding flaps about their feet ; 
Their loathly lyning forthwith flyped, 
 Thathaththe muck and midding wiped; 
They waſtc more cloath within few years, 
Then would cloath fifry ſcore of Friers. 
When Marion from the midding goes, 
From her morn dar ſhe ſtrips the noſe, 
Andall the day where ever ſhego, 
Such liquor ſhe licks up alſo. 
The turcums of her tail | rrow, 
 MNiphtbe a ſupper to a Sow, 
"Iktbw a'Man which ſwcare great-oaths, 
How he did lift a Kittocks clothes ; 
And would have done I wot not what, 
But foon remead of love he gat: 
He though: no ſhame to make 1t witten, 
How her (ide tail was all bc ſhitten. 
Of filth ſuch ſtowre ſtrake to his heart, 
That he behoy'd for to depart. 
Said ſhe, Good Sir, me think you rew, 
. Said he, Your Tail caſts ſuch a ſtew, 
"That by Saint Bred. 1 cannot bydc it; 
Y ou were not wiſe thar would not hide it. 
Of tails 1 will no more indite, 
For dread ſome dudron me diſpite ; 


OH 8,009: *o aetwirh@antingl will conclud; 


' Thar of ſide tails there comes no good. 


Sider then can their hanclets hide, 
The remanent proceeds of pride. 


' And pride proceedeth ot che De vil : 


Thus alwayes they proceed of evil. 
Another fault, Sir, may beſcen, 

Fhey hide their face all but the cen, 
When Gentlemen bids them Good day, 
Without reverence they ſlide away; 
Thar none may know, I you aſſure, 

An honeſt Woman by an Whoor, 
Except their naked face | ſee; 

They get no more gocd-dayes of me. 
Halſe a French Lady when ye pleaſe, 
She will diſcover mouth and neaſe, 

And with an-humble cotintenance, 

With viſage bare make reyerence. 

When our Ladies do ride inrain, 

Should no Man have them at diſdain : 
Though they be covered mouth and neaſe, 
In that caſe they willnone diſpleaſe; - 
Not when they go roquyet places, 

I them excule to hide their faces, 

When they would make collation 


_ With any luſty Champion ; 


Though they be hid then tothe een, 
Ye may conſider what I mean. 
Butin rhe Church and Marketplacee, 
I think they ſhould nor hide their faces ; 
Extepr theſe faults be ſure amended, 
My flyting, Sir, ſhall neyer be ended. 
But would your Grace my counſel take, 
A Proclamation you ſhould make, 
Both inthe Land and Borrowſtowns, 
To ſhow their Face and cut theirGowns, 
None ſhould from them exzemea be, 
Exceprthe Queens Majelty ; 
Becauſe this marter is not fair, 
Of Rherorick ir mult be bair. 
Woman will fay, This is no bourds 
To write ſuch vile and filrhy words : 
Bur would they cleanſe their filrhy tails, 
Which over the myre and midding trails, . 
Then {bould my wricting ended be, ...... 
No other mends they get of me. 
Thetruth ſhould not be holden cloſs, 
Veritas non guerit angulos, —_ 
I know pood Women that been wile, 
This rural Rime will not diſpriſe. 
None «ill me blame, l you aſſure, 
Excepta wanton glorious Whore, 
Whoſe flyring 1 feare not a flee. 
Farewel, ye get no more of me. 

Quod L i»4/ay, in contempt ot ſide tails, 

That Duddrons and Duntibouts 

through the dubbs trails. 
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